CHAPTER    XXV
THALASSA !
" COME on, lads!  Rouse out!   Rouse out!   The sea!   The
sea's coming in! Rouse out! "
Lying in the dim shadow of our shelter we heard Mathe-
son's feet upon the stones outside and his urgent call at the
narrow entrance. For some hours, in the half-state between
sleeping and waking, we had sensed the pounding roar of the
surf. It mingled with our troubled dreams. As it grew
louder and nearer we only shivered a little more and clung
closer to each other for warmth. Now, when Matheson
shouted to us from the patch of daylight that marked the
entrance, we did nothing but turn uneasily and swear.
"Rouse out!" he shouted. "Come on. Rouse out,
lads! The sea! The sea! "
We had no spirit left. When the fog had come down the
mountain side the evening before and the Discovery vanished
from our sight, she took with her all our energy. Now, if the
sea came in and swamped us, we did not care. We were
soaking wet and only in a frantic bear-like embrace could we
draw warmth from each other. We lay hugging each
other listening with dull apathy to Matheson's urgent call to
action and to the menacing uproar of the sea close to our door.
Before the ship had disappeared into the fog we had
goaded ourselves into furious activity, striving desperately to
attract her attention. We sacrificed four penguins and
dyed a square of canvas with their blood. We held them
upside down over it and swung them to and fro so that the
blood dripped from their heads. We smeared it on to the
white canvas until it was an even red. Thus we made a flag.
Walker lashed our two bamboo poles together and set up our
crimson banner on a shoulder of rock overlooking the beach,
a snow slope behind it to show it up.
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